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Not a sound could be heard, and yet the immaculate silence was 
deafened by the drum-like-beating of my heart. Drum drum, drum drum, 
drum drum. Like horses penetrating holy ground at the shout of war. 
Penetrating, infiltrating eyes of mine, staring at the cold stone path, 
clinging at the prevailing expectation. My hands, shaking; my skin, covered 
in sweat; my mind, confused, unable to cast some logic on such an emotional 
stage.   
“Come on, man!,” said my fellow friend with a pat on the shoulder. “Go 
get her!”. 
Easier said than done, I thought. The words, those which I would 
pronounce, those which had been tattooed in my mind, repeated over and 
over again, vanished at the mere thought of her. She, the one I should “go 
get”, was unreachable, untouchable like the true and burning passion that 
she awoke in me, consuming and controlling all my senses; overwhelming to 
feel, impossible to touch.    
It was at the third, stronger pat on my shoulder that I pulled the hood 
over my head and started to follow the path that would lead me to her. I had 
rehearsed it innumerable times: how I would walk, what I would say, the 
way in which my eyes would try to captivate at least a fraction of her 
perfection;  yet my trembling body managed to somehow shake it all off and 
spread it behind me with every step I took; the plan, my plan, scattered all 
over the path like seeds planted on fertile soil. Would roses eventually grow 
out of them? Or would these seeds give birth to my future, miserable 
failure? 
I gazed at her window. The light had just been turned on, and I saw her 
silhouette; so outstandingly real, so close, yet so astonishingly distant. It 
moved, she moved, and so my eyes followed suit. I do not recall all the words 
that may or may not have escaped my mouth...until then, until the shadow 
of my loved one turned into flesh and bone, until my eyes finally rested on 
the figure so longed for my soul: it was her, standing there in the heights; it 
was her, behind that fancy pink dress and all that makeup; it was her, and 
so I said:  
“It is my love!”  
Genuine, real, true words from the inside out...if she just knew they 
were!  
It was my love, illuminating all of us spectators, beholders of the star 
that made all the ones in the sky shine with envy.  Shine! Give off your light 
with your bright smile, that I´ll be here to guard it. Speak Divine Being! For 
my ears are sick of hearing about my loneliness...There! Look at those full, 
red lips; the way they curved into a shy smile before uttering:                       
“O Romeo, Romeo! Wherefore art thou Romeo?” 
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A sudden wave of applause hit me from behind. At once my eyes were 
opened and I could see; I saw that no roses had grown in the path that I had 
taken, and that none would.  
"Steve," she hissed. "Your line!" 
Right. My line. For the show must go on. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
